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SEVENTH INSTALLMENT

Johnny Breen, 18 years oid, who
had spent all of his life aboard a
Hudson river tugboat plying near
New York, is tossed into the river
in & terrific collision which sinks the
tug, drowns his mother and the
man he called father. Igncrant, un-
schooled, and fear driven, he drags
himself ashore, hides in the friendly
darkness of a huge covered truck—
only to be kicked out at dawn—and
into the midst of a tough gang of
river rat boys who beat and chasc
him. He escapes into a basement
doorway where he hides. The nextl
day he is rescued and taken into
the home of a Jewish family living
in the rear of their second-hand
clothing store. He works in the
sweatshop store—and is  openly
courted by Becka—the young
daughter. . . . The scene shifts to
the home of the wealthy Van Horns
—on Bth Avenue, where lives the
bachelor—Gilber: Van Horn — in
whose life there is a hidden chap-
ter. That chapter was an affair
with his mother’s maid, who left
the house when he was accused.
The lives of Johnny Breen and Gil-
bert Van Horn first cross when Van
Horn sees Breen win his first im-
portant ring battle. Pug Malone,
fight trainer, rescues young Breen
from & crooked manager, takes him
in hand, finds Breen -annot read
and starts him to night school.

Now go on with the story:

As he burrowed and grubbed and
collected and stored the kernels of
fact, he visioned a greater, vaster
thing than all of the astonishments
of the sunrounding city.

Hubert Malcolm, his teacher, met
John one Saturday afternoon, quite
by accident. They were in Union
Square. ‘John, I live over this way;
coeme in and have tea. Mrs. Mal-
colm will be happy to see you. I've
been telling her of your progress.”

It was a flat, so clean and fresh,
so simple and pure. John dropped
spoons, blushed, stammered. Enid
Maleclm seemeq like an angel in
her gingham dress and the baby,
tucked in a crib, curled its pink
hands about his fingers. It had
never occurred to John that a baby
could be so clean, and could seem
so happy.

Malcolm smoked a pipe, and John
like a wild thing, sat tongue-tied.

“Are there many places like
this?” he finally asked, his tones
harsh. Mrs. Malcolm overheard the
question.

“Millions of them,” she
“only much nicer than this.”

John knew the quiei-voiced wom-
an was a liar. For the rest of the
visit he sat mute and ill at ease,
and then his friend took him to
the Square and walked with him as
far as Fourteenth Stree. John
headed back to the Bowery more
bewildered than ever.

John Breen had lost his interest
in fighting, in the greater thrill of
the fight for tha: unknown prize,
the astonishments always lying jusr
ahead. He was spurred on by curio-
sity, and not by ambition. He was
the primitive climbing to the top of
a mnunrtain, not for food or treas-
ure, but for a better vier. Hcenor
und prizes, and prosperity. as Pup
Malone kept pointing out to John.
lay behind the - direction he at-
tempted. In several clandestine
bouts, John Breen only held his
own, in one, with the Philadelphia
scrapper Jerry Wilke, he almost
log:, until, at the very raggeq edge
cf his downfall, Pug pleaded with
him, cried to him, implored him,
literally throwing the handlers from
the ring, talking and arguing with
John who sat sullen and preoccu-
pied.

The bell sounded and John Breen
a sudden light in his eyes, his face
battered, stepped into the center of
the ring and knocked Wilke cold
with a single perfect blow to the
jaw. A tremendous howl of approv-
al greeted him; admirers tried to
carry him from the ring

“Leave him alone,’ Pug caution-
ed. “That kig was think'n’ ¢f some-
thin’ when he hit Jerry, or he never
would of pulled that punch.”

“What was you dreamin’ about,
John, when vou soaked that Quak-
er?” Malone asked as they prepar-
ed for bed.

“I was knocking the whol2 prize
fight game in the eye. T'm thnough,
Pug,” John smiled sadly.

“I guess younre right,” Msalone
agreed. “That <rack was too good
to be true. Hed, wish I knew what
to do with you!’

‘I'll leave.” Joir1 stood
out of the window.

“Not if I know it!” Puz jumped
up and grasped Joau’s hand. “You
stick around an’ finisn that school.
I won't fight you wny more, can't
risk it. The next tinie some low-
brow scrapper will trim you good.
An’ then where wil; I be?”

smiled,
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Finance Corporation, - from which
Charles M. Dawes recently resigned.

Samson Club gym, to live wilh Ma-
lone. Another year drew its veil of
changes over the face of the grow-
ing city.

“Judge Kelly says theyv'll stend |
for anythin’' an’ they’ll pay—pay
well. The McManus locked yellow
and flabby in contrast with the
trainer. “If you work them guys
rough they’ll fall for you.” and then
looking up at Pug with veined
bloodshot eyes, he spcke vehement-

clothes, and all closets were locked
and nailed. There were no lights,
no mirrors, no shelves, no pictures.
There was absoluely nothing to
distract frcm the business of sleep-
ing, for which the rooms were
designated.

Pug also fitted the windows with
cleats which prevented them from
closing by a foot a: the top and
bottom, and cf course there were
no shades.

“There’s nothin’ de 1luxe about
this place,” Pug remarked to John
when the work had been completed,
a labor in which both John and
the trainer shared with enthusiasm.
The green ccuntry was a refresh-
ment to John Breen. In those brisf
moments, before he dropped off lo
slumber, he seemed to see a fading
city, a vast pile of tenements flash-
ing with lights and the jumbled
voices and cries of millicns, as if
he haq alighted in the midst of it
suddenly, as he had, and as if he
were then standing on the mrear
platform of a train, whirling him
away. The quick rumble of the
wheels of his ideas lulled him to
sleep.

And on Saturday Gilbert Van
Horn, Judge Marvin Hall ang the
great insurance magnate, E. K.
Southerland, came under the strict
regimen and spartan simplicity of
Pug Malone’s training farm.

Van Horn and Johnny Breen
were thrown together and uncon-
sciously became strongly aktached
to each other.

ly. “Kick ’'em, beat ‘em up, sweat
tha liver ouw: of 'em. Judge Kelly
watched you, Pug, knows what you
kin do, an’ he’s lined up guys Who'llI
pay. But, mind, Pug, you got to turn .
tha trick, three at a time. If ycu'.
set 'em up right it means a big'

should say.”

“What joint dig you say it was?”|
“Greenbough Farm, a fancy placef
I guess, up in Westchester. Kelly
owns it: got it handed to him, or
somethin’.”

“I'l need Breen,” Malone spoke
as if to himself.

“Take him. Him an’ his books. No
use fighting that kid no more—he’s |
a dead pan; a bcst. Ain’t he, Han-
non?”

“Yes, sir, yes, sir,” the immacu-
late Hannon chimed in as Malone
left the room. The McManus smiled
genially,

“That fixes Kelly on that,”
grunted. ‘And I'll pui Patsy
charge of the Corner.”

Greenbough Farm consisted of a
fair acreage of rccky uneven land
upon which a roomy comfer-table
old house was sinking into gradual
decay.

Carpenters from the city, working
under direction of Pug Malone, con-
verted the barn into a practical
gymnasium. A farmer and his wife
and son were engaged %o run the
place, milk the cows, tend the gar-
den, and the chickens, and cook the
meals.

The farmhouse itself was given
a thorough cleaning. The wall pa-
per was stripped from the place,
the plaster sized ang coated with
washable int, Flcors were painted,
and bed rooms were prepared on a
model of Spartan simplicity. Canvas
cots and stools, without backs, were

he
in

placed near the windows and a

thing for you, a damn big fhing, I. o=

Two weeks after the arrival of
{the tric the bags with their elabo-
rate provisions for comfort, their
lloilet sets, silk pajamas, and fancy
knickers, the country toggery of city

folk, were again on the verandah.
The three men, strangely sober,
tough and clear-eyed, marched up,
took their traps down to the wail-
ing buckboard and then, of a sud-
den, they rushed back yvelling like
Indians. They grabbed the trainer,
hoisted him on their shoulders, car-
ried him down the field and tossed
him on a hay giack.

“Boys, you better'n I expected,”
Pug shouted, waving at them as
they ran for the buckboard, calling
“gocdby” to John Breen and Pug,
while the grin cn the face of Char-
lie and the frantic apron waving
from the kitchen doorway, and the
expensive face of the driver, told of
exiracrdinary largess by the parting
guests.

Pug Malone pecame sole owner of
the farm, for Judge Kelly, impulsive
and liberal, sounded the full mea-
sure of his worth, and besides ad-
vertising it, he made easy terms for
the itrainer. Van Horn became a
frequent visitor and brought many
of his friends; he seemed even more

'interested in John Breen than in

the farm. E. K. Southerland said
nothing, but sent Malone a check
tha/s almost took his breath away.

John was approaching twenty. He
was an indefatigable reader, his
room, cn the top floor of Gureen-
bough, was littered with books, and
while the rigid rules turned lights
out at nine, John’s blazed far into
the night as he continued his ex-
plorations.

While Jchn was making haphaz-
ard progress in learning, the great
city to the south, the city (hat
loomed up on clear days and glowed
with a cold aura of light on sharp
winter nights, added another mil-
lion to the ttally of its inhabitants.

Van Horn, in his own way a lover
of the city, took John Breen on
long rides through the width of the
metrepolis in his new high-powered
racing car, a second French ma-
chine that speq over the poor roads
with a solft purr of chains clicking
in giant sprockets.

What was this damn thing, the
city? Van Horn, in arguments at
Greenbough, with men such as
Rantoul, the engineer, atiempted to
fatham its meaning. His ancestors
had predicted great things for it,
and their faith had been rewarded
but ltheir dreams were aleady far
behind the actuality that was the
city in 1905.

“It’s simply a natural coming to-
gether for cheaper warmth and
sheller ang food. It's & result of
specialization in industry made pos-
sible by progress in the mechanical
arts,” Rantoul locked upon the city
as just beginning.

“This building will never stop,”
Herkimer Pratt, the auctioneer, in-
sigted. “Ten years, twenty, thirty,
fifty, a thousand yeats. It will keep
right on until—until—"

“Until what?” asked Van Horn.

“Well, I guess it will continue
until all the people of 'the world are
assembled in cities.” His vision was
cf a world cut up in city lots.

John Breen, listening, reading,
and appraising, sensed the immen-
sity of the city.

John Breen hag come up through
the difficult period of life with a
rush. His childhood held on into
manhocd, and his sudden crash
from the shell of circumstance
found him emerging into a world of
delirious earnestness. John was
twenty-twa, and as he sirode be-
side the rather tall figure of Gil-
bert Van Horn, on cne of their long
walks, in early September, a casual
observer might have pronounced

them father and son. Gilbert Van! [d

Horn and John Breen had become
friends, close, yet miles and miles
apairt.

They talked as they had long
e |

with you.
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‘small rag rug was added by way of

So John Breen continued to tend luxury. Three pegs were driven in
bav during 'the day, Lo work in thethe docrs for the hanging up of
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TRAGEDIES-ALL OF THEM

Are you prepared should they strike?

INSURANCE does not prevent, but it offers consolation to
those who have suffereq the loss ¢f a loved one or whose

home has been taken from them.

Drop by today and let us discuss your insurance problems

¢ GITIZENS INSURANGE & BONDING GO.

R. T. WATSON, President; PAUL B. BELL, Manager
Warrenten, N. C.

“Consult your Insuramce Agent M’ you weuld
your Decter or Lawyer.”

%

LIABILITY BONDS

For Vice-President

H. Maurer, Socialist can-

James i
didate for Vice-President, with Nor-
man Thomas, is waging a vigorous
campaign which was Jaunched at
Washington last week. He addréssed

at the Auditorium

a thass meeti (
s Army in camp.

=nd latar the

talked, on many subjects. Van
Horn's interest in the prize ring
and the ability and xnowledge gave
them a common topic. The fights,
many of which they saw together,
had long ceased to be an absorbing
interest with John Breen.

“@Gil,” He paused for a moment.
The older man was puffing as they
lifted over a rise of ground. “I'm
getting tired of this training game,
and I haven't fought in the ring
since Pug came up here. Fact is I'm
not so sure there is any real fight
in the business. Gil, it’a rotten busi-
ness.”

“Right, John.”

“I've made up my mind to break
this training, Gil.”

“1 guessed you would, John.”

Farm Questions
and Answers

Question—With my feed arops
ruineq by the dry weather what can
I plant that will give me feed next
spring?

Answer: Both a hay and grain
crop should be planted this fall
The hay crop should consist of
about two bushels of cats with 20
pounds of vetch to the acre. This
should be broadcast or drilled in
between September 15 and October
1. For the grain ration we suggest
two bushels of oats, five pecks of
wheat, or two bushels of barley. The
oats and barley should be sown be-

vember 1. These crops dc not need
fertilizer if the land was fertilized
last spring. It will pay, however, to
top dress the crops with nitrate of
soda or sulphate of ammonia next

spring.

Question—I have been irying to
improve my land by planting cow-
peas. I get a fair crop of hay but
the corn crop the following year is
poor, the plants stunted and the
leaves turn yellow. What is wrong
with the land?

Answer—You are trying to do the
impossible. To improve land ny
planting legumes, the hay or vines

must be left on the land. The crop
mention is a heavy feeder especially

for potash and when you cut the
hay you leave the land poorer than
when you started. Plow under the
entire crop for best results or, if
the hay is cut, potash must be added
at the raie of 30 to 50 pounds cf
muriate of potash to the regular
corn fertilizer.

Question—How much acreage
planted to temporary pasture should
I allow for each cow in my herd?

Answer—The acreage alloweq per
cow depends to a great extent upon
the productivity of the soil but on
good land onehalf an acre will pro-
duce sufficient feed for spring graz-
ing and will also leave a good
amount of material to cut for hay
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—Free from harm or RISK; SOUND; Whole—Webster.

Webster’s definition of “Safe” but describes
the state of your money when entrusted to the
care of this well known banking institution.
Year in and Year out this bank has looked
well to the security of funds entrusted to its

~ Citizens Bank

Built Upon Safety and Service

Warrenton, N. C.

Not only has this institution safeguarded your
savings, but it has gladly and substantially
cooperated in the growth of this town and

Regardless of your problems—if they be of a
financial nature—let us discuss them with
you. Our entire organization is at your con-
mand.
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